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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
a comedy/horror apocalypse type fic. This was written in first person, but does not switch point of view. All 
my future writing will be in third person. This version of the story is missing italics for thoughts and 


emphasis. 


| was seated in a black folding chair. 


It had been hours we had been listening to family members and friends speak. Zacky was situated next to me 
in another black folding chair. 


The whole room was full of plain, black folding chairs. They matched the mood. 


| straightened my black tie, feeling the sadness tugging at my mourning soul yet again as Jimmy's father told 
us fond memories of his late son 


"Brian" Zacky whispered. 


"Y-Yeah?" | replied softly. | knew, my voice would crack if | spoke too loudly. 
"You alright?" | shrugged. 


Internally, | was screaming and tearing myself apart. Personally, I'd rather be sobbing in bed right now than be 


at my best friend's funeral. 


At least we had chosen to make it extremely private to just his friends and closest family, at a funeral home 


the company let us use for the event. | stretched a little, hearing my back pop. 
"Zacky, you know l'm not okay.” 
"I know." He murmured, sighing softly. 


| folded my hands across my lap, blowing out a deep breath and closing my eyes to blink away tears that had 


begun to well up. 


"Honestly, | don't think I'll ever be okay again. Not until he comes back down" 


One 


[A Month Later] 

sat up in bed, burying my face in my hands. You've officially gone insane. | silently agreed with my conscience. 
There was something going on in my basement. 

Something unnatural. 

Something impossible. 

Something alive. 

What have | done? 

| scowled. 

| don't fucking know man, what have you done? 

| stood up, quickly changing into a plain black t-shirt and some distressed jeans. 


"Distressed" was a word that fit me at the moment. 


| trailed downstairs into the kitchen of the home where | lived alone- well, not anymore. | found myself 


suddenly with no appetite but with anxiety somewhat gnawing at my gut. 


| headed cautiously towards the door that led to the basement, leaping back when there was a knock from the 
other side of the door. 


"Shit, shit, fuck" | breathed out, my heart suddenly pumping a million miles an hour. 
The doorknob rattled. 
Thank god | locked it. 


| reached for the knob, my breathing becoming choppy and ragged. | quickly turned the knob and flung the door 
open, revealing the figure standing at the top of the stairs with a confused look on its face. 


‘lm Jimmy Sullivan, Who are you?" 


| felt like | was about to pass out. 


The Jimmy-That-Wasn't-Actually-Jimmy-But-Had-Jimmy's-Exact-DNA stepped into the kitchen, towering over 


me in the way my dead best friend always used to. 
"Is this my house?" Jimmy-Not-Jimmy asked, looking around. | gulped, hoping my voice would appear. 
‘Its my house, b-but you live here now.’ 


‘| like it" | blew out my breath as he turned and trotted out to the living room, plopping down on the sofa once 
the room was fully explored. 


This is not okay, Brian You have to do something about this. 
| warily sat down next to Jimmy-Not-Jimmy, almost flinching when he put his arm around my shoulders. 
"I'm Jimmy Sullivan. Who are you?" 


"My name is Brian" | replied slowly, thinking every word through. | did not want to anger this thing. Jimmy- 
Not-Jimmy nodded, 


| think I'll just call him Sullivan |. 


Sullivan | then stood, letting go of me as he headed back to the kitchen, proceeding to open drawers and 


cupboards. 
"Whatcha doing in there, Sullivan 1?" | muttered to myself, standing up and trotting quickly into the kitchen 
| froze. 

What the fuck 

In the kitchen, stood not one, but two Jimmys. 


| stared at the two clones, frozen in my tracks and unsure of what to do next. You have to get rid of them, 


you fucking idiot!, | internally screamed at myself. 

The clones have turned to look at me now, that all-too-familiar stupid grin plastered to their faces. 
‘I'm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 

They chorused. 


| fainted. 


| woke up in my bed, three concerned faces staring down at me. | blinked a few times. Nope, there were really 


three. Were the fucking things duplicating? 
"Look, look, he's awake." 

‘I'm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 

"Put ice on his head." 

"Brian?" 

‘lm Jimmy Sullivan" 

"Is he still bleeding?" 

"Who are you? I'm Jimmy Sullivan" 

‘Is Brian okay?" 

| screamed. 


The Jimmys backed off, gathering in a group in one corner of the room. | dragged myself off my bed and 
trailed to the bathroom, turning on the ice cold water and dunking my head under. 


This had to just be a bad dream. 


There was a dull, aching pain in the back of my skull, and when | pulled my head back up | could see red liquids 
mixing with the water flowing down the drain 


"Fuck." 

"Are you okay, Brian?" 

"Please get out of here, all of you." | sighed, turning around and leaning against the sink. 

The Jimmys turned tail and retreated out, the last one politely closing the door behind him. | locked it. 


"Oh my god, am | going insane?" | asked myself quietly, rubbing the back of my head where a bump was 


beginning to show. 


Suddenly, | got an idea 

| reached for the window next to the sink and opened it, silently crawling out and shutting it behind me. | blew 
out a shaky breath as | trailed across my lawn, walking to the only place where | knew someone would listen: 
Zacky's home. 

Thankfully, he was only a few blocks over, and | got there relatively quickly. 

| pounded on the door, sighing heavily when there was no answer. | tried the knob, finding it open. Zacky must 
be inside here somewhere, | thought to myself, holding onto the hope that it wasn’t the apocalypse just yet. | 
pushed the door open and closed it quickly behind me, locking it. 


"Zacky?" | called, checking my watch. Ten am, he should be awake by now. 


| trotted into the kitchen, finding but a sink full of dirty dishes, but no sign of my best friend. | headed down 


his hallway, finding he wasn't in the bathroom or his special "man-cave". 


| walked back to the kitchen. A full case of beer in the fridge, plus some fresh fruit. Fresh fruit! He must've 
just bought that. 


| quickly turned to his trash can, getting onto my knees and rummaging through it, searching for that special 
slip of paper. 


"Aha!" | exclaimed to no one in particular, tugging out the receipt and looking at it. He bought all those new 


groceries just yesterday, so he must be around here somewhere. His car was in the driveway, after all. 
| found myself climbing his stairs, finding no sign of him in the upstairs bathroom either. 


Nothing in the hall, or the room where his work things are. | suddenly noticed his door was closed, and things 


were eerily silent. | knew Zacky never slept with his door closed. 
Something was wrong here. 

| knocked once on the door, gasping a little when it flung open. 
My eyes widened and | screamed. 


‘lm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 


Two 


| shoved past the fourth Jimmy to count, my gaze scanning the room quickly. 

A hand shot out from the closet. 

| bolted over, flinging the door open and slamming it behind me. 

"Brian, thank godl" Zacky gasped, pulling me into a tight hug. 

| was so scared that something got you." | murmured softly, holding him tightly against my body. 

"What is that thing?" Zacky exclaimed worriedly, motioning to the clone outside the door. 

"A mistake. I'll explain everything later. We need to get out of here, and get the other two before the town's 
overrun with Jimmys." | could barely see Zacky nod in the dark of the closet, but | felt him move against my 
chest. | gave him another tight hug before pushing the closet door open again, dashing out of the room with 
Zacky on my heels. 

"Where did he go?" Zacky gasped. | grabbed his hand, tugging him along down the stairs and out the front door. 


This was no time for questions like that. | turned back, seeing a silhouette appear in the doorway. 


"Im Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 


| hopped into Zacky's car, figuring I'd drive since | knew what was | doing. Mostly. He handed me the keys, and | 
put the right one in the ignition after a few tries of different keys, taking off down the street towards Matts 
house. 

We arrived in only a few minutes. 


| pushed the car door open, getting out and bounding up to his front door with Zacky hot on my heels. 


| started banging on his door with the side of my fist, yelling. | didn't care if his neighbors heard me, they 


must be used to his friend's antics by now. 
‘Matthew Charles Sanders, get your pretty princess ass out here right now!" 


The door flung open not a minute later, revealing an angry six foot man 


"What the fuck did you do?" Matt screamed, pulling a ‘Chris Pratt on three more Jimmys. 
"Get out here, you moron!" | responded, yanking him by the arm out of his house. 


The three of us hightailed it to the car, with a few stunned Jimmys following behind a bit slower. We only had 


a few seconds to spare before the clones were pounding on the car in a classic zombie-like fashion. 


"How many are there?" Zacky asked to himself, staring out the window. Matt was shifting around in the back, 
his breath heavy in the quiet. 


"What.the.fuck?" The vocalist finally exclaimed, folding his arms over his chest. 

| can tell you as much as | know. Which is not much." | replied, sighing softly. "I may or may not have cloned 
Jimmy- but just one! | didn't know this would happen, | have no idea what | was thinking.” | groaned, driving 
along the sumy street toward our bassist's house. 


| could hear Matt rolling his eyes. 


| pulled over on the side of the road in front of his house. Matt was out of the car before | had unbuckled my 
seatbelt, charging up the steps to Johnny's small house and flinging the door open 


Thankfully it was unlocked, or he would've ripped the door clean off. 
Zacky followed him, and | raced after, jogging through the open door and leaping up the steps. 
"Johnny?" | called, checking the bathroom and the bedroom. Nothing. Zacky screamed from somewhere below. 


"He's down herel Help!" | gasped, skidding back down the stairs, narrowly without falling, scampering toward the 


sound of Zacky's voice. 
Johnny was laying on the floor, his forehead bleeding, but not heavily. 


"Shit, what could've happened?" Matt crouched down beside him, wiping some of the blood off with a cloth 
from the kitchen. 


"I bet it was one of your pets, Bri.” 


"Fuck off, Matt" | grumbled, helping Zacky pick Johnny up and carry him out of the house and into the car. 


We were off driving again, now with a knocked out Johnny laying across Matt's lap, his injury covered with a 
makeshift bandage, also known as one of Zacky's socks we found in the trunk. He'll thank us later. 


| yawned, pulling over at a gas station Zacky hopped out to fill up his car's tank. 
"What now?" Matt finally spoke, his voice hushed so not to wake Johnny. 
"| don't know." | admitted, exhaling softly. | leaned back in the seat. 

"How many are there?" Matt questioned again, concern darkening his tone. 
"Again, | don't know." 

"Do you know anything?" 

"No." 

Matt groaned in reply. 

| pinched the bridge of my nose. 

Zacky opened the door, hopping back in after filling up and paying. 

"You okay, Bri?" 

"What do you think?" | snapped, regretting it as soon as it slipped out. 
Zacky reached over and gave me a hug. 

"We'll figure this out" He promised quietly. | shrugged, pulling away. 
"Where to?" 


"We still have a few hours before dusk hits. How about we make a run back to Bri's house? It's the closest to 


here, and we can grab some necessities." Matt suggested, and | nodded in reply. 

"Sounds good to me, as long as my place isn't overrun with Jimmys." 

Zacky shuddered. 

"Man, what are we gonna do? There's already so many, but you said you only cloned one: are they splitting and 
duplicating? Your house is nowhere near Matt's, though somehow at least three got to him!" The shorter 


guitarist exclaimed. 


"Why are they targeting us?" | wondered aloud, shaking my head. 


"They weren't violent until they hurt Johnny- does this mean they'll start killing people? Us, in particular?" 


Matt murmured worriedly. There were a few heartbeats of silence. 


"Well, we should probably be heading to my house now. Hope we survive." | muttered the last part, although | 
know they both heard it. Johnny stirred in his slumber before shifting, sitting up on the car seat. 


"What the fuck happened?" He asked loudly, staring around at us with crazed eyes as | started the drive back 


to my home. 

‘Its a long story." Zacky substituted, shrugging. 

Matt rolled his eyes. Again 

"A long story including killer clones of Jimmy." Johnny raised an eyebrow. 
"| don't remember anything. Was | knocked out?" Zacky nodded. 

"Well, I'd better explain what happened." 


| cringed, hearing Zacky begin the tale. 


Three 


| parked the car outside my house, in front instead of the driveway in case we had to leave quickly. | knew the 
front door was locked, so we headed back to the bathroom window | had left closed but unlocked in case | had 
to come back. 

| quietly pushed it open, climbing inside the dark bathroom and finding no sign of clones. The door was still 
locked, showing that the Jimmys hadn't attempted to open it, or knock it down. Perhaps they took longer to 
become violent; since they were so caring and mellow at first and now had knocked out Johnny, who was 


strong (but none of us wanted to admit it). 


| didn't bother with flicking the lights on. The daylight of the sun streaming through the open window would do 


is fine for now. 


As carefully and quietly as possible, | rattled the door knob open and pushed. My eyes widened as | realized 
what had taken place. The clones had barricaded the door. Smart fuckers. 


"Its blocked." | whispered to the other three men, stepping back. "We could break it down, we would all have to 
hit it at once, but | don't know if they're still here, and that'll definitely get their attention" 


Matt seemed to have only heard the first part. 
He stepped back, then ran at the door, slamming his body against it. 
"Matt!" Johnny almost screamed, holding most of it back. 


The door broke in, leaving a hole where his shoulder hit. | peeked through, seeing my whole kitchen table set 
pushed against one door. | pulled my head back in the bathroom. 


"Well, it looks clear-" 

A bang. 

Oh, no. 

‘Matt, you fucked up." | whispered, frozen in my place. 
Footsteps. 

Two sets of feet, now three. 


"Get in the bathtub and close the door." 


| ordered as quietly as | could, pulling the glass door back. 

We all filed into the tub, closing the door behind us. Hopefully the towel over the glass door would hide our 
bodies for the most part, but there was no way to silence the terrified, ragged breathing coming from the 
tub. 

There was a strange growl, leaving my heart racing and my breathing even harsher than before. 


‘tm Jimmy Sullivan, who's there?" 


The hauntingly familiar voice rang out, shocking the one of us who hadn't heard it yet. Or just forgot he did. | 


slammed my hand over Johnny's mouth before he gasped. 

"Someone is there. I'm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 

"Where did they go? | know | heard someone." 

"Who are you?" 

"Look, a hole in the door." 

| flattened us down as close to the bottom as we could, laying down on top of each other and cramping close. 
I've never been this close to three other attractive men before. | kinda like it. 

| quickly shook these thoughts away, knowing it was the complete wrong time. 

| stared past the towel, watching silently through the warped glass. 


A tattooed arm stuck through the hole. 


There is literally no logic in any of this. How the fuck did they all come out fully clothed, fully tattooed and 
pierced? That shit isn't in your DNA. 


The hand groped around a bit, slapping at where it could reach. The arm retracted and a face took its place. 
| see no one." 
The face vanished and each set of footsteps faded away. 


| could breathe again, and showed an example of this quite loudly. 


"Shit" Matt whispered, his eyes wide. 


| groaned, sitting up and attempting to stand. 


"We need weapons." | concluded, cracking my knuckles and getting out of the tub. | reached up, deftly undoing 
the curtain rod and taking it out. 


“This'll do." | murmured. It was light, but still could easily knock anyone out with a good, solid hit to the head. 
"What about us?" Zacky whispered. | nodded, waving away their worries in my mind. 
| have a small knife here in the drawer. Don't question why." | replied, handing it to Zacky. 


"Matt can protect you for now, Johnny. We'll get you two weapons once we take care of these guys, wait 


here.” 
Matt nodded, cracking his knuckles with loud pops. 
"Okay, Muscle Man and Gnomeo, we're gonna go kill some clones." 


| reached through the hole, pushing my table as far away as | could, also while trying to salvage my wood 
flooring. | moved back to the door, using the weight of my body against it to open it. 


The door swung open, the table skidding across the floor. 

| knew they'd be coming. 

We shut the door behind us. 

"Lock it" | commanded to our other friends, quickly running up the stairs, making noise to lure the clones 
toward us. We reached the top of the stairs, turning back around. Right on cue, heavy footsteps were pounding 
down toward the stairs. 

"| hear them!" 

"Who's there?" 


| readied my pole, feeling more than a little nervous. What if this goes wrong? 


Zacky, armed with a knife of only about four inches, was standing a little behind me, making sure he wouldn't 
be hit if | swung. 


The clones appeared at the bottom of the stairs. 


They shuffled around for a few moments, looking at each other and then up at us. 


They retreated. 
| hissed in annoyance. Why won't they come up the stairs? 


| started back down the stairs again, my pole sticking out a few feet ahead of me, but not nearly far enough 


to get them without scooting closer. 


"C'mon, Jimmy.” | murmured, stepping down off the bottom step. The clones had disappeared back around the 
corner into my kitchen. It seemed there were only three, and | hoped it stayed that way. 


| knocked my pole on the ground once, making a loud enough noise to attract them. One head appeared around 
the corner. | raised my pole. The head stared, unblinking. Two more heads appeared around the corner. Zacky 


patted my back, resting his hand on my shoulder for just a moment or two. 


In unison, the three clones spoke one word that made my forehead sweat. 


"Kill." 


Four 


A few wild swings and stabs later, | stood panting over three bloodied bodies, Zacky at my side. 


"Is this technically murder?" Zacky questioned, kicking away one of the dead clones that was a little too close 
for his liking. 


"| don't think so." | replied, strutting down to the bathroom, a bit more confident in my clone-killing skills. 


"That's three down! Help me do a quick run of the house, guys? Can't have any more of these fuckers crawling 


around." | chuckled as Matt and Johnny pushed open the now-destroyed bathroom door. 


"Nice work, guys." Johnny grinned, heading off to check the kitchen and the basement with Matt. Zacky and | 
trotted back up the stairs, but not without handing Matt the knife. 


After a quick run through the house, it was confirmed clean 

"Whew." | puffed out, flopping onto my sofa and stretching out: 

"That was kinda fun" Zacky exclaimed, plopping down next to me. | nodded, chuckling softly. 

"Wanna make this our base? Like, if these clone things end up taking over like the apocalypse." Matt trailed off, 
sensing how ridiculous the idea was, but after what Id seen today, it was the most logical thing to do in the 


world. 


"Yeah, there's nowhere else that we know is safe, anyway. We're gonna have to block all exits, board the 


windows from inside." | mumbled, going through the list in my head to clone-proof the house. 


"These clone things are spreading, Bri. Now they've become violent. We've gotta do something, people are in 


danger!" Zacky nudged me out of my thoughts, snapping my attention back to the present. 


"I know, but what? There has to be some way to exterminate them faster than knocking them out with a pole 
and hoping for the best" 


Matt nodded. 


"Maybe fire? They're humon clones. They have human skin. We could set them on fire and burn them with 


ease." 
| pondered the idea, shrugging. 


"But where would we get a flamethrower? We can't toss matches at them." 


Johnny grinned, cracking his knuckles from his place on a stool. 
"| know how to make one." 


Oh lord. 


Not very much later, we all stood in my living room, armed with hairspray flamethrowers. 


"Good work, Johnny, but we'd better be careful with these. | don't feel like burning my house down" | praised 
grimly, placing my makeshift flamethrower on the table, the others following suit. Matt yawned. 


"I think it's about time to turn in and hope for the best tomorrow." Zacky murmured, glancing over at us with 


his stunning emerald eyes. 
"Zacky, bunk with me? Matt and Johnny can stay in the guest room, the bed is pretty big." 
| suggested, already walking towards the stairway. 


"Sure." Zacky agreed, our other friends following after us. | watched as Matt and Johnny went into the guest 
room before heading into my own with Zacky. 


| stripped myself down to my boxers, slipping under the covers just before Zacky did the same. | yawned, 
scratching my head. 


"Well, today was certainly interesting, wouldn't you say?" 
Zacky only yawned in reply. | chuckled, closing my eyes. 


All the exhaustion of the day was starting to weigh on me as | slipped into a deep sleep. 


| blinked my eyes open, feeling sunlight from an open window warming my face. | yawned, turning onto my side 
where Zacky was, sleeping and facing away from me. | poked him once in the back, and seeing no response, 
figured he was still asleep. 


"Zacky? How'd you sleep?" | asked softly, knowing any talking would wake him up. He flipped over, facing me. 


‘tm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 


"Zacky!" | screamed, immediately flicking on the lights and looking around the room. 


Zacky was gone, and in his place was a clone. The clone sat up, stretching, before getting out of the bed and 


starting to make its way over to me. 

‘Matt! Johnny!" | yelled, flinging open the door to the hallway and racing to the guest bedroom. 

The two men were standing in shock, their eyes bleary with sleep. 

"Zacky's gone! There's a clone in the house!" | screamed, shaking them out of their daze. 

"Come on, let's get the flamethrowers before it gets here!" 

The three of us rushed down the stairs, hearing the thumping footsteps of the clone not far behind us. 
Thankfully, all the hairspray cans were still there. | grabbed one, lighting the candle attached to it with the box 
of matches we left on the table, spraying the hairspray to test it. Working fine. The clone jumped the last two 


steps, landing only a few feet from us. 


"What did you do with Zacky?!" | screamed, aiming my hairspray can at it. The clone said nothing. | pressed the 


button, flames shooting out a good foot away from me. 


| advanced slowly, realizing the clone was fascinated by the flames. | smirked. The clone narrowed its eyes at 


me, reaching out and touching the flame, yelping as its finger was severely burned. 
"Matt, Johnny, flank the other sides!" 


The clone was being fueled by pure rage now, swiping out angrily at us. Johnny snuck past it, leaping out at 
just the perfect moment to set its shirt on fire. How'd it get a shirt anyway? Brian, it's not time to ask these 
questions. The clone amazingly hadn't noticed the fire spreading through it's clothes yet, not until the orange 
flames had started to catch. The clone started running in circles. 


| stepped back and looked away, not really wanting to watch as the clone burned. | sighed softly, turning back to 
the body, collapsed on the floor after a minute or two. 


“That was not as fun as | had expected" Matt broke the awkward silence, placing his flamethrower on the 
table again. 


"Agreed." | murmured, taking the hands of the clone. "Johnny, grab the feet. We're gonna bury it. Matt, there's 
a shovel in the garage. Meet us in the backyard." 


My taller friend nodded, already leaving to do his job. 


Johnny picked up the feet as we lifted the clone's body and carried it away. 

"Do you think this thing took Zacky?" Johnny asked softly, laying it on the ground outside. 
"| don't know. All we can do is hope he's okay" Johnny seemed unhappy with this answer. 

"We will go find Zacky, right? We can't just leave him 

| nodded in reply. 

"OF course welll find him. Dorit give up hope, Johnny, he's only been gone less than a day" 
Johnny shrugged 


"We will find him. You just have to believe." 


Five 
[The Next Day] 


The search for Zacky would start Today. 


Thankfully, we had taken the time yesterday to board the windows and block all doors. We still hadn't figured 


out how the clone had gotten in, but we were determined to make sure it wouldn't happen again. 

| had made knife sheathes out of two of my old leather jackets, ones | never wore anymore. We used our belts 
with string attached to hold our weapons, and it all worked out quite conveniently. Old clothes and a sewing 
machine was all we needed to fix up some helpful supplies. 


| need to buy a new set of kitchen knives if | survive, | mentally noted. 


‘If | survive’ had become an average term at this point. | would fight until my last breath to protect my 
friends. 


Johnny was fiddling with a knife in the corner, slicing at it with the one knife sharpener | owned before slipping 


it into the leather sheathe on his left side. 

Strangely, | had not seen any people walking outside, unlike normal. Every day, at least five people would walk 
their dogs by my house and a few would take a shit on my lawn, but today there were none. There weren't 
any yesterday either, | realized, suddenly hitting me that this clone problem might have caused larger issues 
than | wanted to accept. 

Matt placed a hand on my shoulder, tugging me back to reality. 

Bri, you ready to start looking?" 

| shrugged, sighing softly. 

"Yeah, | just don't know where to start." 


My hazel-eyed friend nodded. 


"| understand. But we've gotta start somewhere, right? If you were going to kidnap someone, where would you 
put them?" 


| thought for a moment. 


"| don't know, probably my basement or some shit. But we know he isn't in the basement, and the clones don't 


have a base." 

"Do we know that?" Johnny's question sliced through the air, filling me with new guesses and possibilities. 
"No" Matt replied. "So, where would they set up base?" 

Again, | shrugged. 

"| would set up base somewhere unknown, like in the woods." Matt pondered. 

Johnny brightened over in his corner. 

"| got it!" 


Matt raised an eyebrow, staring over at our short friend. Johnny hopped off his stool, making his way over to 


us. 


"Remember that old abandoned cabin in the woods? It's stable and still in decent shape. | bet they would go 
there!" 


| nodded. 

"That'd be a good place to start" 

Johnny grinned. 

"Let's go now, then!" | stood, slipping a knife into each of my two leather covers. 

"Yeah, let's go. Let's walk, it isn't far and a car would make too much noise. They'd know we're coming.’ 


Matt nodded, slipping into his boots. | headed out the front door, Johnny following. Matt came last, pulling a 
bookshelf in front of the door and making sure he gave me the key for later. 


"I hope they don't find another way in" | muttered, starting to walk down the sidewalk with my hands shoved 
deep in my pockets. 


| hope they don't find us before we find them." Johnny replied. | agreed silently. 


As we made our way down the sidewalk, near the entrance we would take into the woods, | began to notice a 


presence. 


"You feel that?" Matt whispered to me, taking a first crunchy step into the woods, the leaves on the ground 
complaining loudly. | nodded. 


"Let's just be careful and watch our backs." 


| stepped as quietly as | could muster, biting my lip as little prickles of anxiety began to creep into my chest. 
Johnny brought up the rear, one hand protectively placed over his right-side knife. 


A stick snaps. 


| freeze, turning around to see Matts bright red face, a broken stick under his foot. | heaved a breath, 


continuing on our way. 


"Look ahead. The cabin's there." | crouched down behind a thick bush, pointing. The others followed suit, staring 


over with wide eyes. 
"Something's moving." Matt whispered. 


My gaze slipped over to where he was staring, biting my lip nervously. Sure enough, a tall figure was walking 


around the cabin, stopping to lean up against the rotting wall. 
"Is it a clone?" Johnny asked quietly, squinting to see better. 
"I think so." | replied, my voice hushed, 


Another figure appeared from the doorway of the old cabin, saying something | couldn't make out to the other 


before switching places. 


"Let's get a little closer." Matt whispered, moving quickly to a bush nearer the cabin while the clone was 
looking away. | followed with Johmy hot on my heels. 


Now at our closer distance, it was obviously a clone, arms folded over its chest, looking quite bored while doing 


what must be guard duty. 
Guarding what? They're guarding Zacky, you dumbass. They know we'll come for him. 
| almost felt discouraged by this. The clones were much smarter than | originally believed. 


I'm gonna distract it. You two take it out" Matt and Johnny nodded at my command. | picked up a small rock 
beside my foot, chucking it towards the cabin and landing it a good couple feet away from the clone. 


This picked up its attention The clone walked toward the rock, crouching down to investigate it. | turned back 
around, readying my knife and preparing to run out. Matt and Johnny were already sneaking toward it, weapons 


at the ready. 


| leapt out from my cover, a knife raised high in the air. 
"I'm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" It asked, standing up and starting to run at me. 


"Now!" | screamed to my other friends, watching as they revealed themselves from the bush they were 


hidden behind. Johnny tackled the clone, pulling it to the ground while Matt dealt the final blow. 
| blew out a breath, my heartbeat finally starting to slow. Matt stood back up, brushing himself off. 


"I hope we weren't too loud. I'm not looking forward to more company." He grumbled, cracking his knuckles. | 


nodded. 
Let's get moving, we're sitting ducks now after we killed that one. They'll figure it out soon enough." Johnny 
shivered, taking a few steps closer to the cabin. He peered in through the shattered window, only the top of 


his head and his eyes visible from the inside. 


"It looks clear. l'm gonna run inside and check it out" He murmured, scampering through the wide open door 


before any of us could get a word in 
"| hope there isn’t an ambush waiting for us in there | grumbled to Matt, earning only a shrug in reply. 
‘Let's make sure he's okay-" | was cut off by a scream of terror, followed by a blood-curdling youl of pain 
Matt shoved by me, sprinting into the cabin. | quickly followed, unsheathing a knife and holding it at the ready. 
But there was no battle to be won, only some splatters of blood on the ground 


And no sign of Johnny. 


Six 


"They're picking us off" Matt whispered in horror, reaching down and dragging his first finger through the 
sticky, still-wet blood. 


| refused to believe the clones were that smart. 


‘Matt, snap out of it. Wipe your hand off, now we've got to track down both of them. Two badasses against a 
bunch of simple-minded clones. We got this, man, alright?" | attempted to talk him up, patting him on the 


shoulder. 


| couldn't pretend | wasn't disturbed by this turn of events though; if they had taken armed Johnny in seconds 
flat, they would make short work of us too. 


| watched him straighten up and glance around the room. 
Let's start this way." 


| let him take the lead, following him through an empty doorway, the door itself broken down and tossed 
awkwardly to the side. Matt headed through the doorway, a knife in his right hand. | followed him through, 
inhaling deeply. 


Worrying thoughts were constantly pecking at my mind, but | pushed them to the side for now. 


The room was wide and open, with a smashed glass coffee table in the center. | picked my way around the 
shattered glass, sighing softly. There were three doors, one to the left, one to the right, and the one we 
entered through. 


The plan was quite obvious to the both of us. 


"Take the left, lIl take the right" Matt murmured, already making his way into the next room. | blew out a 
breath, only starting to head through the other door after Matt had vanished. 


‘Okay, Brian, you can do this. Just check out the room, and meet back with Matt" | whispered encouragingly to 
myself, one hand placed cautiously over my right-side sheathe. 


| took a few steps into the next room, finding it deserted. 


There was a staircase to the right, wooden stairs, all a bit beaten down but strong enough to use it seemed. 
The wooden floor was torn up in a few areas, skinny mahogany boards tossed carelessly. On the left, there 
were two windows, one smashed in, one not, but both boarded up all the same. My eyes scanned over the wall 
in front of me, once-beautiful dark green paint peeling away from the plain drywall, giving it an eerie look. The 


only door was the one | came through, giving me one option: the stairs. 


| groaned in unison with the first step, making my footsteps as light as possible. 


Three, four, five, six. almost there. Seven, eight, nine. 


How many fucking stairs- 
Crash. 


| gasped as my foot shot through the twelfth step and | fell to the ground. | knocked my mouth on a higher 
step, my hand immediately shooting to my face. | tasted blood. 


| ran my finger along my lip, finding it bleeding severely already. | wiped my finger on the stair. 


| tugged my foot out from the rotting wooden step as quickly as | could, hoping not to disturb any possible 


clones upstairs. | couldn't be found here stuck, | would be easily taken down. 

Finally, | wiggled my way out, sitting down on what must've been the fifteenth stair and examining my leg. 
There didn't seem to be any splinters but I'd have to clean it out to know. The blood was trickling down my 
ankle and staining my sock red. | stretched my sock and sopped up as much blood as | could, hoping it would 
stop soon. 


| sucked on my lip, standing back up and continuing up the stairs. 


Finally, | reached the top, thankfully with no other accidents. | laid down over the steps, peering over the last 


one with wide eyes. | saw two clones, and a few large cages. 
What the fuck. 
Neither clone was facing the stairs, instead watching the cages with full interest. 


The stairs creaked under my weight. 


Both turned, spotting me instantly. 
"Im Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?" 
"Catch him!" 


| yelped, standing up quickly and diving onto the second floor. | rolled past the clones, standing back up and 
grabbing a knife. | stabbed at the first one, catching it in the arm. 


Suddenly, | realized | did not know where the other was. 


| was being grabbed from behind, twin hands groping my back, a needle being stabbed mercilessly into my neck, 


heavy breathing, almost animalistic in my ear, | was screaming, and it was black, black, black. 


| woke up in a dog cage. 
Not the nicest place to put your guests, I'd say. 
| shook my head, pulling a syringe out of my neck in disgust. | left it to the side, checking out my surroundings. 


| was in the same room that | was taken down in. | realized the other cages were still here. | turned to them, 


gasping. 
"Zacky, Johnny!" 

My two friends stared back at me, anything but surprise lighting their eyes. 

"Took you long enough. It was quite entertaining to watch you get knocked out." Johnny muttered sarcastically. 
"Good morning.” Zacky rolled his eyes at our shorter companion 

| groaned. 


"Is Matt here too?" | asked, glancing around. Only one clone was still there, the wounded one away to cut his 


arm off or something. 

| noticed all of our knives had been taken, but | could see them glinting in the setting sun on the table. 
"He's still out there?!" Zacky gasped, pressing his face against the cage in hopes of seeing something. 
"If he's not here, all we can do is wait and hope he's gonna save us." Johnny shrugged. 


"We've tried everything already. Rocking the cages, picking the locks, bribing the clones. Nothing's getting us 


anywhere." 

| groaned. 

"What about this syringe?" 

"You can try. You'll probably get hurt" Zacky growled. 


| lifted the syringe in my hand, silently looking at it. Without a word to either of them, | stabbed it into the 


clone's leg, who was conveniently standing in front of my cage. | injected what was left of the substance into it, 


growling and tugging it out. 


The clone turned, fury lighting its crystal-blue eyes until they rolled back in its head, and it collapsed to the 


ground. 
"Okay. Now, we've just gotta get out" | murmured. 


"Maybe the keys are in the clone's pocket" Johnny suggested, sticking his fingers through the cage and fiddling 
with the lock. 


"Good idea" | replied, pulling the unconscious clone over to me as best as | could with only a few fingers being 


able to fit through the cage, and quickly got to sifting through its pockets. 
Nothing. 

"Shit, we're stuck. | hope Matt gets up here." | mumbled, sitting back in defeat. 
Five minutes. 

Ten minutes. 

The old grandfather clock scared me out of a soft doze. 

Bong, bong, bong. 

| counted one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight. 


| growled, sitting up and starting to mess with the lock on my cage. Even with no progress, | continued to fuck 
with it, tugging and yanking and pulling on it with no luck 


"Bullshit" | muttered under my breath. 
Then the door to the hallway swung open. 


| shifted to the back of my cage, hiding from what may be coming. 
"Brian! Johnny, Zacky!" 

| brightened at the sound of Matts voice, crawling over to him. 

"Get us out of here, quick!" | pleaded, watching Matt scurry to the table. 


"| don't know where the keys are, but I'll cut off the locks as best as | can" He compromised, grabbing a knife 


and working Zacky's open. 


The younger green-eyed man quickly got to work on Johnny's while Matt finished mine. | stretched after | 
clambered out, popping my back. 


"Damn, thanks man. Let's get the fuck out of here." | chuckled, grabbing my knives from the table and 
sheathing them. 


"I took out quite a few of them downstairs." Matt murmured. "I think that one there is the last here." He 
pointed to the one | had knocked out, who was beginning to stir. 


"We've gotta kill them all, Matt. If there's one alive, itll duplicate and this will start all over." 
| sighed softly, leaning down and finishing the job. 


"Saving the world is definitely not as fun as | expected" Johnny mumbled. 


Seven 


After a quick sweep of the cabin, we all headed out and started the short walk home. 


It was quite dark already, the sun hidden behind the misty clouds and over the horizon in the distance, so far 
that my eyes could not make out where the world truly ended. 


Matt had taken the lead, trailing his way back to my house in exhaustion 

“Tomorrow, we've gotta do a full sweep of the town. Make sure everything's in order. If there's any more 
clones, we've gotta take care of them." | declared to all who were listening, which was about half of each 
person. 

"Whatever you say, Brian, but right now? Right now the only thing on my mind is sleep. Its been a crazy day." 


Johnny retorted, watching as Matt blew out a breath and ran his fingers through his short hair. 


"Agreed. We'll finish off the stragglers tomorrow. They've got no base; there can't be many left" The tallest of 


us pointed out, pausing and turning to the rest of us. 


| would almost rather go out tonight and finish it. Then they have less time to duplicate." | argued, even 


knowing | was wrong. Zacky murmured in agreement, but even he was too tired to go on tonight. 


"Look, we're here." | murmured, quickly bounding up my front steps. | unlocked the door, cautiously pushing the 
bookshelf to the side and letting the door swing open with a gust of wind and a light push. 


Nothing had been changed. 


The others followed me in, and we quickly dispersed after climbing the stairs; granting me faintly disturbing 


memories of earlier. 


| took a left into the bathroom, rolling up my jeans and taking off my sock to check out the damage. | bit my 


lip softly so not to break it open again, running some water over a washcloth and laying it on top of the wound. 
It wasn't deep but stretched around my leg, and could easily be infected. | reached for the cabinet just below 
the sink, pulling out some hydrogen peroxide and gingerly dripping it on, watching it bubble up. | reached for the 
bandage roll, wrapping it around my leg a few times and tucking it in. 


With that taken care of | put away the medical supplies, standing up and heading back to my room. 


Zacky was waiting expectantly for me on the bed, his gaze of concern washing over me as | entered the room. 


"You okay, B?" He asked softly, glancing at my bandage as | tugged my jeans down. 


"Yeah, I'll be fine." | replied quietly, knowing that Matt and Johnny were probably already asleep in the next 


room over. 
"What happened?" Zacky questioned, standing up and helping me wiggle out of my shirt. 

"Kinda fell through some stairs while trying to get to you. | never wanna go back to that place again, thats for 
sure." | chuckled sadly, running my fingers through my hair and tossing my clothes from today in my laundry 
pile. 

"Yeah. Remember when we would play there as kids?" 

"Seems like so long ago." 

"Feels like only yesterday to me." Zacky mumbled, sitting back down on the bed. 


| shrugged. 


“Tomorrow isn't gonna be much fun" | muttered, changing the subject before it got awkward. | reached over to 


turn off the lights, climbing into bed next to him. 
"None of this has been fun" My close friend replied, a small frown etched onto his plump, snake-bitten lips. 


"| promise we'll make it through, though. I'll make sure all of us do. This is all my fault, and I'm gonna make 


sure | resolve it." 
Zacky shrugged, tugging the covers up over us. 


"We're here to help you. I'm always up for a little adventure, no matter how crazy." He chuckled, rolling so he 


was facing me. 

| settled down, feeling him nuzzle into my chest and wrap his arms around my waist. 

"Cuddly, are we now?" | laughed softly, tracing my fingers down his back. 

Zacky sighed softly. 

I'm so afraid What if we don't get them all? What if they spread- take over the town? The state? What if 
they even take over the world? This could be the apocalypse!" Zacky wondered out loud, his nose pressing into 


my neck. 


"| don't know what this is, and | don't know how it's possible. But | do know, as long as l'm alive, you'll be safe." | 


replied softly, running my fingers through his fluffy black hair. 
Zacky's breaths softened on my skin, his eyelashes giving me butterfly kisses as he blinked. 
"| like being held." 


"Then I'll hold you more often" 


The next morning, we woke up snuggled in each other's arms. 

Definitely not a bad thing to see first thing in the morning. 

| yawned, stretching freely after | realized Zacky was already awake. 

"You ready to finish this thing, once and for all?" | smirked, chuckling softly. 
"Fuck yeah. Let's do this." Zacky replied, grinning. 

| sat up, stretching, before hopping out of bed. 

Then | realized no one had clothes expect me. 


| grabbed some shirts and pants that should fit Matt, Johnny and Zacky, handing each friend their own little 
bundle. 


"Just remember to give it back" | laughed. 


| headed back to my room to change myself, today into some plain gray jeans and a black v-neck. | slipped into 


my Vans and trailed downstairs, still yawning. 
"Ready to kick some butt, Haner?" Matt chuckled, socking me playfully in the shoulder. 
"Yeah. Once l'm fully awake." | laughed, rolling my eyes. 


"Coffee, then go?" Johnny turned from his place hunched over the countertop, pointing at some mugs of 


coffee he had made for everyone. 


"Sure, thanks, Gnomeo." | teased, grabbing a mug and taking a small sip. My shorter friend groaned at the 


rickname, taking a swig of his own coffee. 


"So, where exactly are we going?" Matt asked, taking the last mug just after Zacky grabbed his. 


"| was thinking the park first, since its towards the middle of town Then we can head out and go throughout 
the most populated places, make sure everyone is okay and no clones are still out there.” | murmured, pleased 


with my plan that | had come up with on the spot. 


"Okay. The park is pretty big, so should we split up when we get there?" Johnny suggested, taking a seat at 
the table. 


"Not this time. We all know what happened at the cabin. If we run into them, we can't lose anyone. We're gonna 


finish this all together, as a team." | replied, leaning against the counter. 
The others nodded, and | grinned. 


Today was going to go well, | could just feel it. | would make sure everything was right, and fix what | had 
fucked up. 


We can do this. 


Epilogue 


[A Few Months Later] 


| grinned, raising my glass in syne with the others. 


"Cheers. To strangers who became friends, friends who became best friends, and best friends who became 


family." | announced, smiling broadly. 

"Well said, Bri." Zacky grinned, taking a swig of his beer. 

"And may we never hear the words, "I'm Jimmy Sullivan, who are you?", ever again!" Johnny cut in, laughing. 
| chuckled. 

It's been months since we took out the last clones and saved the world from certain takeover. 

Okay, maybe it wasn't that bad, but it could've been. 


And now, | can say that I'm okay. Even after everything that happened, I've accepted that Jimmy is gone and 
he isn't coming back. And that's okay. 


Because | know he'll be waiting upstairs for me, no matter what mistakes | made down here on Earth. 


And that's what friends are for. 
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